Now; Aretine's pictures have made few chaste;

No more can prince's courts, though there be few

Better pictures of vice, teach me virtue.

He, like to a high-stretch'd lute-string, squeakt, O Sir!

'Tis sweet to talk of kings! At Westminster,

Said I, the man that keeps the Abbey-tombs,

And for his price doth, with who ever comes,

Of all our Harrys and our Edwards talk,

From king to king, and all their kin can walk:

Your ears shall hear nought but kings; your eyes meet

Kings only; the way to it is Kong's-street.

He smack'd and cry'd, He's base, mechanic coarse;

So're all your Englishmen in their discourse.

Are not your Frenchmen neat ? Mine, as you see,

I have but one, Sir; look; he follows me.

Certes, they're neatly cloth'd* I of this mind am,

Your only wearing is your grogaram.

Not so, Sir; I have more. Under this pitch

He would not fly. I chaPd him; but as itch

Scratch'd into smart, and as blunt iron ground

Into an edge, hurts worse; so I (fool!) found

Crossing hurt me. To fit my sulleness,

He to another key his style doth dress.

And asks, What news ? I tell him of new plays: